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ADVERTISEMENT. 


If  any  ask  why  this  “  Pastoral”  is  published,  the  author  can 
or.ly  answer,  that  he  loves  the  Church  of  God.  He  prays  for  her 
in  private,  in  family,  and  in  public  devotions.  His  very  prayer 
this  morning  was,  “  Bless,  0  gracious  Father,  thine  holy  uni¬ 
versal  Church  ;  fill  it  with  truth  and  grace  ;  where  it  is  corrupt, 
purge  it ;  where  it  is  in  error,  direct  it ;  where  it  is  given  to 
superstition,  rectify  it ;  where  it  is  amiss,  reform  it ;  where  it  is 
right,  strengthen  and  confirm  it ;  where  it  is  divided,  and  rent 
asunder,  heal  the  breaches  of  it,  0  thou  holy  one  of  Israel.’’ 
Now,  love  is  shewn  by  consulting  the  best  interests  of  that  which 
is  beloved.  In  order,  therefore,  to  expose  and  guard  her  against 
infidelity,  it  should  be  plainly  called  infidelity ;  and,  in  order  the 
more  effectually  to  prevent  the  contagion  of  a  damnable  heresy, 
it  should  plainly  be  called  a  damnable  heresy  :  otherwise,  souls 
may  be  sent  into  torments  to  curse  to  all  eternity  the  cruelty  of 
those  who,  through  fear  of  man,  forgot  the  words  of  their  Saviour 
and  Creator.  It  is  a  dreadful  thing  for  a  man  to  dissemble,  when 
he  knows  from  the  physician  that  the  plague  is  in  his  house,  and 
forgets,  through  fear  of  startling  its  inmates  from  out  a  false 
security,  to  warn  them  of  their  danger.  In  all  such  cases,  the 
greater  the  danger  is,  the  stronger  ought  the  terms  to  be  that 
express  it.  The  language  indeed,  it  is  true,  must  often  sound 
harsh  to  the  parties  concerned  ;  for  bitter  physic  is  seldom 
palatable.  Now,  disunity  and  worldliness  are  the  two 
plague  spots  at  present  discernible  on  the  fair  face  of  the  bride, 
the  body,  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ.  Alas  !  many,  too  many, 
far  too  many,  will  think  this  “  a  hard  saying,”  and  “  who,’ 
they  will  ask,  “  can  bear  it.”  But  still  the  Spirit  of  that  God 
whose  I  am  and  whom  I  serve,  ha3  “  revealed  even  this  unto 
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me,”  and  also  will  to  those  who  “  are  now  looking  for  redemp¬ 
tion  in  Israel.”  The  work  of  restoring  and  repristinating  the 
universal  Church  of  Christ,  is  even  now  in  progress.  Bles¬ 
sed  is  lie  whose  heart  conceives  and  whose  hands  accom¬ 
plish  this  great  and  most  blessed  of  works.  There  are  men  now 
engaged  in  this  “  work  of  faith”  and  “  labour  of  love,”  whose 
knowledge  and  piety,  whose  zeal  and  sincerity,  whose  love  for 
Jesus  and  contempt  of  the  world,  together  with  their  unfeigned 
desire  to  serve  the  Church,  and  their  unwearied  diligence  in  dome 
it,  give  us  ideas  of  the  very  Apostles  themselves,  as  if  they  were 
once  more  restored  to  the  Church  on  earth.  May  the  great  God, 
our  Saviour,  prosper  the  glorious  work  of  their  hands  upon 
them,  till  the  clouds  of  infidelity  disperse  before  the  bright  beams 
of  that  sun  of  righteousness,  who  is  rising  on  the  universal 
Church  with  “  healing  in  his  wings  ;”  so  that  the  unhappy  and 
misguided  wanderers,  having  their  eyes  opened  by  the  shining 
of  h  is  marvellous  light,  may  return  to  the  Church  of  God,  and  all 
become  “  one  fold,”  under  “  one  shepherd,”  even  the  Bishop 
of  their  souls,  the  King  of  heaven  and  earth.  And  oh  !  come 
that  happy  day,  when  the  Spirit  shall  pul  it  into  the  hearts  of 
our  Governors  to  remember  “  the  groanings  of  such  as  are  in 
captivity,”  and  consider  the  cries  and  tears  of  those  ignorant  ones, 
who  would  receive  a  truly  apostolic  Bishop  as  “  an  angel  of  God> 
even  as  Christ  Jesus  ;”  that  he  might  ordain  him  “  elders  in 
every”  American  “city,  who,  being  sent  forth  with  prayer  and 
fasting,  might  preach  “  liberty  to  the  miserable  captives,”  and 
“  the  opening  of  the  prison  doors”  to  them  that  are  “  fast  bound 
in  darkness  and  the  shadows  of  death,”  calling  them  forth  “into 
the  light  of  the  Lord  God  and  the  Lamb,”  to  behold  him  shin¬ 
ing  in  his  Church,  in  “  the  beauty  of  holiness.” 

This  is  a  consummation  devoutly  to  be  wished  ;  and,  in  order 
to  obtain  it,  1  have  spoken  as  freely  as  I  have.  And  now  with 
this  “  preface,”  I  commend  the  “  Pastoral  Address”  to  the 
hearts  and  minds  of  all  that  love  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  in  sincerity, 
beseeching  them  to  remember  its  author  in  their  prayers. 

Study,  Malone,  £ 

Passion  Week,  1852.  > 


Brethren  in  the  Lord, — 

As  your  servant  and  minister  in  the  bonds 
ot  our  common  Saviour,  allow  me  to  address  to  you  a 
few  affectionate  and  earnest  words  of  warning,  love, 
and  gratitude ;  of  warning,  with  respect  to  the  many 
errors  of  the  times  and  place  in  which  you  live ;  of 
love,  in  regard  to  that  deep  and  earnest  spiritual  affec¬ 
tion  which  every  faithful  Pastor  has  for  the  abiding 
comfort  and  welfare  of  the  people  of  his  charge ;  of 
gratitude,  for  the  many  expressions  of  your  love  and 
reverence  for  one  who  too  deeply  feels  himself  unwor¬ 
thy  of  either.  Eleven  fast  months  have  sped  away  into 
the  books  of  God’s  rememberance,  since  first  I  ap¬ 
peared  before  you  as  your  lawfully  ordained  Pastor, 
to  preach  to  you  the  most  glorious  Gospel  of  God,  and 
to  build  you  up  in  the  faith  of  the  Apostolic  Church  of 
God  ;  in  such  a  connection,  who  does  not  feel  that  there 
is  something  most  touching  and  most  solemn  1  Few 
attachments  are  stronger  than  those  which  grow  up 
silently  between  a  faithful  shepherd  and  his  flock,  when 
they  earnestly  strive  to  walk  through  “  this  naughty 
world”  in  faith  of  his  guidance,  and  love  for  his  ways 
whom  equally  they  are  bound  to  serve  and  obey.  And 
indeed  the  very  work  of  the  Pastor  needs  all  the  love 
of  his  flock  to  support  him  under  its  solemn  responsi¬ 
bilities  and  trials.  A  Pastor,  what  is  he  1  Let  the 
Holy  Ghost  answer — “  He  watches  for  your  souls,  as 
he  that  must  give  account,” — he  “  feeds  that  Church  of 
God  which  he  hath  purchased  with  his  own  blood,” — 
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lie  is  “  an  ambassador  tor  Christ,  as  though  God  did 
beseech  you  by  him,” — and  “he  shall  receive  his  own 
reward  according  to  his  own  labor.”  Feeling  in  my 
inmost  soul  the  depth  and  awful  meaning  of  those 
words  that  I  have  now  quoted  from  the  sacred  vo¬ 
lume,  I  beseech  you,  brethren,  to  sutfer  the  word  of 
exhortation  and  counsel,  which,  as  in  duty  bound,  I  am 
absolutely  forced  to  administer.  It  is  my  duty,  as  a 
minister  of  the  most  High  God  by  direct  and  tactual 
succession  from  the  Apostles,  not  to  seek  to  please 
only,  but  to  make  you  feel,  not  to  tickle  your  ears  by 
“persuasible  words  of  man’s  wisdom,”  but  to  feed, 
arouse,  and  strengthen  your  souls.  You  are  the  “flock 
of  God,”  remarks  the  Apostle.  Not  my  own  to  use 
and  treat  as  I  please,  but  committed  to  my  custody  by 
Him  who  loves  and  gave  himself  for  you,  and  will  at 
the  last  require  of  me  an  account  of  you.  You  are  his 
bought,  his  purchased  flock  by  his  own  blood.  I  must 
then  draw  out  my  spirits  for  you,  for  whom  he  let  out 
his  blood.  “  Had  I,”  writes  fervent  Bernard,  “  had 
I  some  of  that  blood  poured  forth  on  the  cross,  how 
carefully  would  I  carry  it!”  and  ought  not  I  then  to  be 
as  careful  of  those  souls  for  whom  it  was  shed  ?  Breth¬ 
ren,  you  will  now  understand  and  pardon  my  past  spo¬ 
ken  earnestness  with  you,  when  you  thus  see  working 
its  motives  and  springs.  If  an  angel  were  in  the  flesh 
as  I  am,  in  such  a  post  of  influence  as  mine,  what  zeal 
and  energy,  what  remarkable  plainness  of  speech  would 
he  not  use  for  your  temporal  and  everlasting  welfare  ? 
So  it  is  that  when  speaking  to  you  of  the  things  of 
eternity,  I  have  thought  myself  a  mere  creature  of 
the  day,  passing  through  life  as  an  arrow  through  the 
air  :  I  have  thought  myself  a  spirit  come  from  God  and 
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going  to  God:  I  have  thought  mysell  hovering  over  a 
great  gulph  till  a  few  moments  hence  I  go  out  of  your 
sight,  I  drop  into  the  ever  yawning  grave,  and  am  no 
more  seen  on  earth.  Rest !  do  you  talk  to  me  of  rest  1 
Rest  is  a  crime  in  him  who  has  promised  to  labor 
faithfully  all  the  days  of  his  life.  Rest !  the  first  mo¬ 
ments  of  rest  I  take,  will  be  when  I  lie  down  on  my 
bed  to  die.  Rest  !  !  is  there  not  all  eternity  to  rest  in  ? 
tempt  me  not,  therefore,  to  think  of  rest  upon  earth. 
When  eleven  fleeting  months  ago  I  knelt  at  the  commu¬ 
nion  table  of  my  Saviour,  and  the  Bishop  laying  his  hand 
upon  my  head  after  the  example  of  the  inspired  Apos¬ 
tles,  solemnly  set  me  apart ,for  life,  to  the  awful  charge 
of  watching  over  souls,  I  may  add  I  heard  a  voice  from 
heaven,  saying  unto  me,  “  I  charge  thee,  before  God 
and  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  who  shall  judge  the  quick 
and  the  dead  at  his  appearing  and  at  his  kingdom, 
watch  thou  in  all  things,  make  full  proof  of  thy  minis¬ 
try,  do  the  work  of  an  Evangelist,  let  thy  profiting  ap¬ 
pear  unto  a//.”  Woe  be  unto  me,  unutterable  woe,  if 
now,  having  put  my  hand  to  the  plough,  I  once  look 
back  with  love  upon  the  deceitful  and  the  exciting 
pleasures  which  I  have  left  behind  me.  If  I  should 
speak  fire  and  blood,  if  instead  of  words  flames  should 
come  forth  from  my  mouth,  I  could  not  sufficiently 
represent  the  dreadful  account,  as  an  unfaithful  Pastor, 
I  should  have  to  make  at  the  bar  of  “eternal  judge¬ 
ment.”  The  last  words  of  the  dying  philosopher 
Locke,  as  they  came  with  his  gasping  breath,  are  ring¬ 
ing  in  my  ears,  “  this  life  is  a  scene  of  vanity  which 
soon  passes  away.”  Yes,  my  well  beloved  parishioners, 
one  day  you  must  feel  with  him  and  with  me,  if  already 
you  have  not  felt  them,  the  truth  of  those  solemn 
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words  of  the  royal  preacher :  “  vanity  of  vanities !  all 
is  vanity.”  Oh  !  could  I  set  you  upon  some  lofty  pin¬ 
nacle  of  mind  whence  you  could  survey  and  view  the 
kingdoms  of  “  this  world”  and  all  their  glory  :  could  I 
seat  you  in  that  magnificent  seat  where  the  great 
Napoleon  sat,  and  from  thence  direct  your  eyes  to  the 
little  world  ot  man  struggling,  fighting,  eating,  marry¬ 
ing,  and  dying  beneath  you,  I  would  hear  you  exclaim 
with  him  as  you  stamped  your  feet  with  “vexation  of 
spirit,”  “  What  is  this  which  rises  up  in  perspective 
before  me  ?  An  imperial  mantle  and  a  crown  !  To 
me  what  really  are  such  things  1  A  costume,  and  a 
mere  actor's  costume  ;  for,  after  all,  a  throne  what  is 
it  ?  Two  or  three  boards  put  together  with  a  strip  of 
red  velvet  to  cover  them.”  And  when  you  think  of 
the  claims  of  this  “  world,”  as  they  fight  against  your 
earnest  strivings  after  the  “  next  world,”  go  to  Napo¬ 
leon  again  and  ask  him  that  question  of  the  inspired 
Apostle  Saint  James,  “what  is  your  life?”  Hark!  I 
hear,  the  answer  comes  moaning  over  the  waves  of  the 
troubled  ocean,  and  it  is  the  sigh  of  a  broken  heart 
from  Saint  Helena’s  rocky  isle. 

Is  the  “  evil  heart  of  unbelief”  within  you  yet  un¬ 
touched  ?  Then  I  send  you  to  that  brilliant  worldly 
nobleman  Chesterfield.  Ask  him  the  inspired  ques¬ 
tion,  “  what  is  your  life,”  and  he  will  tell  you,  “  I  have 
enjoyed  all  the  pleasures  of  the  world,  and  I  do  not 
regret  their  loss.  I  have  been  behind  the  scenes,  and 
have  seen  all  the  coarse  pulleys  and  duty  ropes  which 
move  the  gaudy  machines  to  the  astonishment  of  the 
ignorant  audience.  ”  And  who,  my  brethren,  compose 
that  “  ignorant  audience.”  It  is  made  up  of  the  masses 
of  men  in  all  ages  and  states  of  this  world’s  society. 
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This  whole  world  is  nothing  but  one  huge  lump  of 
vanity  and  vexation  of  spirit.  But  do  men  realize  it? 
Look  at  them  as  they  scramble,  one  after  the  other, 
in  search  of  this  imaginary  happiness.  See  them 
wasting  their  precious  time  in  mistaking  phantoms  for 
realities;  in  grasping  at  shadows  because  thinking  them 
substances ;  practising  on  themselves  an  endless  seces¬ 
sion  of  delusions;  not  a  single  soul  of  them  realizing  the 
perfect  emptiness  and  nonentity  of  everything  earthly. 
And  here  it  is  we  see  the  work  of  the  earnest  man  of 
God.  Taking  his  stand  on  the  highway  of  the  world, 
and  surveying  the  busy  crowds  as  they  pass  and  re-pass, 
each  one  as  eager  as  if  he  had  just  discovered  the  secret 
of  happiness  after  a  thousand  failures,  he  points  them  all 
upward,  and  reminds  them  that  the  good  they  seek  is 
there  ;  that  there  is  one  thing  to  which  everything  else 
desirable  is  appended  ;  and  that  he  exhorts  them  to 
“  seek  first.”  But  alas !  brethren,  it  is  too  true  that 
grace  does  not  run  in  the  blood,  though  sin  does.  From 
the  day  when  Adam  fell,  it  has  been  the  great  inquiry 
amongst  his  descendants,  where  and  how  to  find  the  true 
felicity  ?  And  in  search  of  it,  men  now  burrow  deep  in 
mines  of  gold ;  travel,  read,  fight,  conquer,  and  die. 

Fallen  human  nature  tells  us  the  same  story  in  all 
ages.  Men  differ  not  from  one  another  save  in  their 
outward  appearance.  Their  prevailing  characteristic 
is  an  inordinate  attachment  to  the  “  world.”  Sin  made 
a  perfect  vacuity  in  their  hearts.  The  love  of  this 
“world”  rushed  in.  Thus  the  present,  the  omnipotent 
present,  tyranizes  over  them  with  all  the  advantage  of 
a  power  which  is  ever  visible.  Most  graphically  are 
they  represented  in  the  revelation  from  the  “next 
world,”  as  bearing  the  image  of  the  earthy.  As  if  an 
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anchor  were  fixed  in  their  bosoms,  they  are  all  chained 
down  tD  the  earth.  Their  minds,  which  should  have 
swept  the  stars,  are  settled  down  in  the  dust,  and  are 
become  as  it  were  materialised.  And  now  what  is  it 
that  I  see?  Socialism,  infidelity,  atheism,  spreading 
with  grim  and  sure  rapidity  over  the  once  fair  face  of 
universal  Christendom.  Religion,  what  is  it  ?  Let  a 
paper  which  speaks  the  voice  of  thousands  upon  thou¬ 
sands  of  nominal  Christians  in  the  most  favored  land, 
give  the  answer  forth  in  trumpet  tones  of  warning. 
“  How  utterly  useless  and  arrogant  the  so  called  teachers 
of  religion  show  themselves  to  be,  when  they  under¬ 
take  to  give  instruction  in  regard  to  that  other  world 
with  such  confidence  as  if  they  had  seen  it  with  their 
very  eyes !  Religion,  properly  defined,  means  the  art 
of  speaking  and  writing  in  regard  to  places,  beings,  and 
relations,  of  which  no  one  knows  anything  with  certain¬ 
ty  .”  Brethren!  I  am  your  watchman.  I  stand  on  the 
wall.  I  have  seen,  and  do  still  see,  these  dangers 
thickening.  I  put  the  trumpet  to  my  mouth  and  blow 
a  note  of  warning.  But  who  am  1 ?  A  poor,  humble 
deacon,  in  charge  of  a  feeble  missionary  station,  on  the 
confines  of  one  state,  itself  only  a  small  part  of  one 
nation  which  is  the  youngest  on  the  globe  !  What  of 
that !  did  not  a  pebble  stone  from  the  “  stripling”  slay 
that  giant  which  defied  the  armies  of  the  living  God? 
Did  not  God  choose  the  “  foolish”  things  of  the  world 
to  confound  the  “  wise”  ?  And  base  things  of  the 
world  and  things  which  are  despised  hath  not  God,  ere 
this,  often  chosen,  in  order  that  no  flesh  should  glory 
in  his  presence?  Listen  unto  me  then,  brethren,  for 
though  I  be  rude  in  speech  yet  not  in  knowledge; 
though  I  be  young  in  years,  yet  not  in  wisdom  ;  for  I  bear 
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a  message  to  you  from  the  most  high  God  whose  or¬ 
dained  ambassador  I  am  ;  and  I  mean  moreover  most 
faithfully  to  deliver  it.  And,  O  thou  Spirit  of  the 
living  God,  help  me  as  I  write  1  Come  from  the  four 
winds,  O  breath  of  everlasting  life,  and  breathe  upon  us 
slain  ones  that  we  may  live  ?  “  Behold,  O  Lord,  a  poor 
company  of  creatures,  gasping  for  life  !  Thy  Spirit 
is  vital  breath  ;  we  are  ready  to  die  if  thy  Spirit  breathe 
not.  Pity  thine  own  offspring,  thou  Father  of  all  mer¬ 
cies.  Take  from  us,  keep  from  us  what  thou  wilt,  but 
oh !  withhold  not  thine  own  Spirit.”  Such  were  the 
actual  terms  in  which  the  great  and  pious  Howe  (who, 
let  me  warm  you,  lived  out  of  the  Church,)  led  the  sup¬ 
plications  of  a  solemn  assembly  in  his  day  convened  to 
cry  for  the  Spirit.  Oh  would  to  God  that  the  Church 
of  God  would  wake  up  to  the  greatness  of  the  exigency 
around  her,  and  then  no  more  would  friends  within 
and  foes  without  mistake  her  for  a  mere  human  society. 
But  I  proceed  to  give  you  a  word  of  solemn  warning ; 
attend  to  it  as  if  you  saw  me  lying  on  my  death  couch, 
and  all  you,  my  beloved  parishioners,  were  gathered 
around  to  catch  my  dying  words. 

You  live  in  perilous  times.  Ours  are  the  last  days 
of  which  Saint  Paul  did  prophesy.  A  general  unbelief 
is  eating  out  all  individual  faith.  The  Church  of  God 
is  lost  from  the  minds  and  hearts  of  men.  You  know 
her  not  yourselves.  Prejudices  arising  from  the  per¬ 
sons,  places  and  times,  with  which  and  in  which  you 
live,  have  blinded  even  your  eyes.  The  Episcopal  sect 
has  been  confounded  with  the  Church  of  God.  The 
followers  of  Doctor  Pusey,  because  they  preach  much 
of  the  Church,  have  been  generally  thought  to  be  God’s 
churchmen,  just  as  those  men  who  have  preached  much 
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of  Christ  have  been  thought  to  be  pre-eminently  Chris¬ 
tians.  Men’s  attachment  to  the  opinions  and  doctrine 
they  have  been  brought  up  in,  have  so  distorted  and 
paralysed  their  judgments,  that  they  even  misappre¬ 
hended  facts,  plain  facts. 

Then  the  persons  with  whom  they  religiously  as¬ 
sociate,  especially  when  reverent  and  to  be  revered  for 
their  virtues  and  piety,  acquire  such  authority  with 
them,  that  they,  unconscious  to  themselves,  are  led 
blindfold  into  error.  Next,  the  prejudice  arising  from 
local  opinions  prevalent  around  us,  have  incredible 
influence  with  multitudes.  Local  opinions,  I  say, 
weigh  down  the  minds  of  multitudes  about  you,  al¬ 
though  one  cannot  help  feeling  how  very  narrow  the 
religious  views  of  this,  or  any  other  place  must  be, 
when  there  are  so  many  other  views  in  the  world,  do¬ 
minant  in  various  localities,  whose  inhabitants  are  nei¬ 
ther  without  some  element  of  truth,  or  some  facility  of 
discerning  it  which  we  have  not.  Lastly,  the  age  and 
the  times  in  which  we  live  have  such  an  ascendancy 
over  us,  that  they  actually  measure  past  ages  by 
our  own,  and  commonly  conclude  (if  think  we  do 
at  all)  that  what  does  occur,  or  cannot  concur,  in  our 
days,  did  occur  or  could  not  occur  in  ancient  days. 
Hence  you  will  find  nearly  fifty  different  sects  in  these 
United  States,  all  pretending  to  the  title  of  Churches, 
and  innumerable  multitudes  thronging  their  portals 
and  listening  to  their  fiery  and  unauthorised  teachers, 
who  come  at  their  religion,  or  its  external  profession, 
in  no  other  way  than  a  Mohammedan  or  a  Papist 
comes  at  his — that  is,  by  birth,  education,  and  custom. 
Alas !  brethren,  the  minds  of  men,  do  you  not  your¬ 
selves  now  see,  are  naturally  small  and  contracted,  con- 
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fined  to  one  locality  like  their  heavy  bodies  are,  and 
few  indeed  are  even  capable  of  rising  above  the  reli¬ 
gious  atmosphere  of  the  little  cities  and  smaller  vil¬ 
lages  in  which  they  happen  to  preach  or  to  live. 
Small  indeed  is  the  number  even  ot  the  so  called  re¬ 
verend  teachers  of  pious  societies,  who  are  capable  of 
rising  above  the  level  of  the  events  of  their  day,  and 
of  taking  a  bird’s-eye  view  (so  to  speak)  of  their  own 
little  denomination  in  connection  with  the  Church  of 
other  ages  past  and  other  countries  now.  This  is  the 
one  grand  cause  (of  course  arising  from  the  depravity 
of  human  nature)  of  our  existing  sectarianism  and  in¬ 
creasing  infidelity.  The  errors  then  of  the  various 
and  contradictory  communions  around  you,  ought  not 
so  much  to  be  imputed  to  their  pious  and  well  inten- 
tioned  members,  but  to  the  age  and  locality  in  which 
they  happen  to  have  been  born  and  bred  up.  Since 
in  almost  every  village,  city,  country,  or  age,  there  is  as 
it  were  a  certain  torrent  of  religious  opinion  peculiar 
to  itself ;  against  which  whosoever  shall  go  to  oppose 
himself,  (as  Saint  Paul  in  the  remarkable  case  of  that 
great  goddess  Diana)  he  will  certainly  either  be 
carried  away  by  its  violence,  or  be  set  down,  as  our 
blessed  Saviour  was,  as  “beside  himself.”  Now,  my 
dear  brethren,  I  am  a  young  man,  and  much  younger 
minister  of  the  Saviour,  not  having  been  a  year  in  the 
diaconate,  or  twenty-four  in  the  world  yet  ;  for  all 
that,  I  hope  you  will  not  condemn  me  as  either 
proud  or  exclusive,  because  Providence  has  graciously 
seen  tit  to  make  me  know  more  of  “  one  subject,” 
than  most  of  men  around  me.  The  first  purpose  of 
a  minister’s  function  is  to  enlighten  the  understanding  on 
the  subject  of  religion,  and  this  I  assure  you  is  no  easy 
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task.  We  some  times  talk  indeed  of  the  “  simplicity” 
of  religion,  but  this  word  refers  more  to  its  practice  than 
to  its  doctrines.  But  religious  men  have  done  some¬ 
thing  worse  than  “  talking”  on  this  subject.  A  great 
many  ministers  of  a  certain  numerous  denomination, 
remarkable  for  violent  physical  exertions  in  the  cause 
of  the  religion  of  Jesus,  have  wrested  various  passages 
of  sacred  writ,  to  prove  that  an  unlearned  ministry  is 
that  which  God  peculiarly  honors.  But  the  words  of 
the  Holy  Ghost  are  misunderstood  through  that  very 
ignorance  which  they  are  adduced  to  support.  The 
religious  teachers  that  talk  so,  are  more  fit  to  guide 
-sheep  than  to  take  care  of  the  souls  of  men.  It  is 
through  their  unhappy,  though  well-meant  efforts,  that 
a  practical  and  moral  deism  is  seated  by  the  warm  fire¬ 
side  of  every  country  farm.  I  speak  knowingly  and 
from  experience.  Six  months  residence  in  a  country 
parish  has  taught  me  more  of  the  evils  of  our  popular 
religion  (mis-called  Christian)  than  five  years  reading 
in  the  noble  library  of  our  General  Theological  Semi¬ 
nary.  I  read  of  Methodism  there,  admired  and  loved 
the  gentle  and  Apostolic  Wesley;  but  here  I  have 
seen  it  run  out  to  seed,  and  bear  such  fruits  as  would 
start  his  pious  body  from  out  the  grave,  if  such  a  thing 
were  possible. 

Brethren,  you  see  that  my  language  to  you  is  plain 
and  earnest,  and  I  most  certainly  mean  it  to  be  so. 
The  nineteenth  century  is  altogether  different  in  its 
temper  from  either  the  seventeenth  or  the  eighteenth. 
If  I  read  the  signs  of  the  times  aright,  great  things  are 
on  the  eve  of  racking  to  pieces  this  mundane  planet. 
Though  the  world  is  too  small  for  my  own  soul  as  a 
locality,  yet  I  take  great  interest  in  watching  the  pro- 
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gress  of  civil  and  religious  divisions  upon  it.  Evan¬ 
gelical  Christians  of  the  local  denominations  around  us 
are  as  blind  as  their  reverend  doctors  in  divinity  who 
teach  them  from  their  pulpits,  and  lead  them  astray  in 
their  papers.  Amidst  every  sort  of  agitation  as  to  the 
lesser  doctrines  or  mere  ritualism  of  our  blessed  reli¬ 
gion,  few  are  aware  of  the  terrible  and  philosophical 
agencies  at  work  to  put  an  end  to  all  our  sectarian 
squabbles,  by  expelling  Christianity  itself  from  our 
midst.  Methodism  has  done  its  evil  work,  and  it  has 
been  a  great  agency  in  the  mighty  hands  of  an  invisi¬ 
ble  though  ever- working  satan.  A  perfectly  blinding 
storm  of  infidelity  and  atheism  is  upon  us.  A  low 
murmur  is  heard  all  over  the  civilized  world,  as  of  the 
rising  of  an  unusual  and  universal  hurricane.  An  oc¬ 
casional  flash  apprises  us  that  the  storm  is  near,  and 
soon ,  when  satan  has  collected  together  all  the  mate¬ 
rials  of  tempest  into  one  black  and  fearful  mass,  and 
when  he  has  awed  them  to  silence  as  nature  is  hushed 
when  awaiting  a  crisis,  satan,  the  god  of  “  this  world,’* 
the  prince  of  the  powers  of  the  air  we  breathe,  will 
discharge  its  tremendous  contents,*  in  one  volleyed  and 
prolonged  explosion,  upon  the  faithless  and  guilty 
Church.  O  ye  ministers  of  the  Church  of  Jesus 
Christ,  cease  your  infinitely  little  contentions  about  the 
minor  matters  of  sacraments  and  government.  Up  ! 
and  be  doing  !  Go  out  into  the  highways  and  hedges  ! 
Compel  them  to  come  in  that  their  souls  may  be  saved 
in  that  day  of  the  Lord  Jesus,  which  is  being  ushered 
in  by  the  universal  world. 

To  advance  religion  in  general,  or  to  perform  any 
important  service  to  the  universal  Church,  does  not  fall 
within  the  compass  of  one,  like  me,  whose  actions  are 
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confined  to  a  private  station.  That  which  demands 
my  constant  care  and  attention  is  the  business  of  this 
quiet  rural  parish,  which  God,  and  no  one  else,  has  as¬ 
signed  to  me  as  my  peculiar  charge.  Brethren,  I  know 
it.  I  appeal  unto  you  if  I  have  not  given  it.  In  the 
humble  station  in  which  Providence  has  placed  me,  I 
have  endeavored  to  be  faithful.  With  my  eye  upon 
the  fate  of  Europe,  and  my  mind  deeply  interested  in 
watching  the  double  game  which  that  arch-fiend  satan 
is  playing  in  the  Church  of  God  and  the  civil  world, 
I  have  sat  down  patiently  to  my  humble  labor,  and 
taught  your  children  their  catechism,  and  yourselves 
the  spiritual  religion  of  Jesus.  Malone  I  did  not  seek. 
God  sent  me  here.  Firmly  convinced  of  that  fact,  I 
have  “  stood  in  my  lot,”  and  been  “  abundantly  wa¬ 
tered”  with  the  dew  from  heaven.  The  blessing  from 
on  high  has  descended  upon  my  labors,  I  have  sought 
neither  popularity,  nor  gold,  nor  yet  silver.  I  have 
in  every  case  had  mental  and  moral  courage  enough  to 
light  against  the  errors  of  your  times,  your  place  and 
your  friends.  Yet,  so  far  as  I  know,  not  a  single  soul 
of  the  many  individuals  whose  errors  I  so  pointedly 
condemned,  has  taken  either  deep  offence  or  hatred. 
But  more  than  this.  As  yourselves  well  know,  we 
have  been  favored  with  very  large  congregations  in¬ 
deed  ;  and  in  this  we  must  recognise  the  power  of  truth, 
and  the  power  of  sincerity  in  speaking  it  forth.  Breth¬ 
ren,  the  pulpits  most  Christians  have  been  brought  up 
under,  have  too  long  sent  forth  nothing  but  wild  de¬ 
clamation,  positive  assertion,  and  dull  commonplaces  in 
the  shape  of  religious  harangues.  Too  many  of  our 
ministers  have  thought  that  the  ministry  is  a  refuge 
for  dullness,  and  that  whosoever  could  escape  from 
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the  plough  was  fit  for  the  cure  of  souls.  No,  no  ; 
no  profession  demands  more  clear  and  vigorous  an 
intellect,  more  large  and  comprehensive  a  mind,  more 
deep  and  penetrating  a  spirit,  more  liberal  and  uni¬ 
versal  an  education,  than  that  sacred  profession  which 
has  been  desecrated  and  degraded  all  over  these 
States.  The  grandest  subjects  have  been  debased  by 
little  minds  “  holding  forth”  upon  them.  The  majesty 
of  religion  has  been  thrown  down  and  trampled  on,  by 
means  of  some  uneducated,  bigoted,  and  foolish  men 
who  have  actually  dared  to  carry  unbid  the  sacred  ark. 
Still,  my  dear  parishioners,  when  we  see  error,  let  us 
always  search  for  its  causes.  In  the  sleeping  Church 
of  past  days,  I  confess,  that  religion  was  set  forth  and 
tricked  out  (as  it  often  is  now)  in  the  light  drapery  of 
an  artificial  and  hollow  rhetoric,  in  a  pretty  dandyism 
of  style,  in  well  measured  sentences,  and  with  a  florid 
insipidity  in  the  form  of  elegantly  feeble  and  polished 
discourses.  Gentlemen  entered  our  first  Theologi¬ 
cal  Seminaries,  and  carried  their  pseudo-gentility  even 
into  the  pulpit.  Thus  it  was,  that  a  dying  man  often 
spoke  to  dying  men  about  the  concerns  of  their  deep¬ 
est  interest.  Do  you  wonder  that  the  mass  of  the  Anglo- 
Saxon  race,  has  left  the  teachings,  and  ignored  the  au¬ 
thority,  of  the  Anglo-Saxon  Church  I  But  to  regain 
them,  religion  must  be  poured  forth  from  the  souls  of 
the  Apostolical  succession  in  the  language  of  earnest 
conviction  and  strong  feeling.  Men  will  not  now  be 
trifled  with.  They  like  a  fanaticism  which  is  in  ear¬ 
nest,  in  preference  to  a  cold  and  freezing  rational  gen¬ 
tility,  even  though  that  gentility  speaks  with  the  au¬ 
thority,  and  by  the  commission,  of  God.  Earnestness 
therefore  is  the  chief  thing  now  needed  by  the  Aposto- 
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lical  ministry  of  the  Apostle’s  Church  ;  and  by  eirnest 
ness  I  mean  neither  a  louder  voice  or  more  vehement 
gesture,  neither  more  antics  in  oratory  or  tricks  in  ges¬ 
ticulation  ;  but  a  solemn  inward  conviction  that  reli¬ 
gion  is  a  great  concern,  and  a  solemn  determination 
that  its  claims  should  be  felt  by  others.  Blood  ear¬ 
nestness  is  the  only  true  eloquence.  We  all  know 
the  important  results  that  have  flowed,  in  by-gone  days, 
from  earnest  preaching ;  empires  have  been  shaken, 
creeds  destroyed,  and  crusades  undertaken.  When 
however  the  heart  of  the  clergyman  is  in  the  “  world,” 
no  matter  how  eloquently  his  tongue  sets  forth  the 
“next,”  his  preaching  is  absolutely  powerless.  Ideali¬ 
ty  is  the  powerful  and  moving  element  in  a  clergyman’s 
ministrations.  Reality  is  of  itself  always  striking,  al¬ 
ways  effective.  There  is  a  sympathetic  influence  and 
impulse  always  felt,  as  soon  as  the  mind  of  the  audience 
recognises  the  fact  that  the  person  speaking  is  in 
earnest.  The  power  of  earnestness  is  tremendous. 
There  is  an  instinct  by  which  congregations  feel  when 
the  clergyman  addressing  them  is  pouring  forth 
thoughts  that  breathe  in  words  that  burn.  Pray  for  us, 
brethren,  as  wre  pray  for  ourselves,  that  this  earnestness 
may  be  ours,  and  that  its  blessings  may  be  yours,  for 
without  it  our  service  is  a  form,  our  devotions  mockery. 
We  read  of  Jesus,  that  “  his  word  was  the  power.” 
So  pray  that  ours  may  be  towards  you.  Energy  of 
thought  and  feeling  in  our  own  breast,  creating  for  it¬ 
self  an  appropriate  expression,  and  propagating  itself 
to  you.  The  truths  of  the  Gospel  must  come  warm 
from  the  heart  of  its  ministers ;  and  to  be  effective, 
must  first  become  a  vital  principle  in  their  own  souls* 
We  have  to  treat  not  of  ordinary  life,  but  of  spiritual 


19 


life,  not  so  much  of  an  outward  as  of  an  inward  re¬ 
ligion,  subjects  of  the  most  intense  interest,  which  are 
infinitely  wronged  when  uttered  with  cold  lips  and 
from  an  unmoved  heart.  God  grant  that  that  heart 
and  those  lips  may  never  be  mine.  Amen. 

In  conclusion,  dear  brethren,  let  me  advise  you  in 
the  words  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  to  “  be  at  peace  with  all 
men,”  and  to  “  be  at  peace  amongst  yourselves.”  Have 
“  peace  one  with  another,”  and  let  “  the  peace  of  God 
rule  in  your  hearts.”  If  others  have  the  name ,  oh  let 
us  at  least  have  the  spirit  of  Christians,  and  while  we 
firmly  condemn  error,  be  charitable  to  those  who  un¬ 
happily  have  been  brought  up  in  it,  and  are  actually 
come  to  think  it  truth.  And,  for  yourselves,  you  know 
you  must  “agonize”  before  you  can  “  enter  in  at  the 
straight  gate,”  you  must  “  win”  the  crown  before  you 
can  “  wear”  it,  and  be  “  living  members”  of  the  Church 
militant,  before  you  are  admitted  to  the  joyous  choruses 
of  the  Church  triumphant.  In  a  word,  you  must  go 
through  the  “  solitary  wilderness”  of  this  “  world,”  and 
conquer  many  enemies,  before  you  become  possessed 
of  the  land  of  Canaan,  the  heavenly  palaces  above-  I 
am  your  guide  to  walk  before  you  and  point  out  the 
way ;  and  may  God  give  me  grace  to  lead,  and  you  to 
follow.  And  thou,  O  my  dear  parish  !  neither  will  God 
forget  nor  forsake  thee.  He  hath  toward  thee,  as  I 
have  often  thought,  designs  of  peace  and  mercy.  All 
things  will  go  well  with  thee.  Only  cleave  thou  to 
Him,  and  leave  Him  to  act.  O  mayest  thou  forget  my 
name,  and  retain  only  that  of  Jesus  Christ,  whom  I 
have  proclaimed  to  thee.  He  is  thy  Pastor ;  I  am  his 
servant.  He  it  is  that  has  sent  me  here  to  be  useful 
and  to  do  you  good.  He  alone  is  able  to  build  you  up  ; 
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for  as  for  me,  I  am  but  a  poor  and  feeble,  sinful  and 
most  wretched  man.  Brethren!  pray,  in  order  that 
you  may  all  become  the  sheep  in  his  inward  pasture. 
There  is  not  salvation  in  the  Church,  but  only  in  Him 
who  ordained  that  Church  to  be  the  best  means  of  lead¬ 
ing  you  to  Him.  He  loves  you,  seeks  you,  and  is  ready 
to  receive  you.  Go  to  him,  as  you  are,  with  all  your 
sins  and  infirmities.  And  O  Lord  Jesus !  thou  hast 
intrusted  this  parish  to  my  care,  feeble  and  sinful  as  I 
am.  To  thy  constant  care  I  commend  it.  Give  it, 
after  my  departure  from  it,  pastors  who  will  feed  the 
flock  and  not  themselves.  Never  forsake  it.  Over¬ 
rule  all  things  for  its  good.  Enlighten  them  ;  guide 
them ;  love  them  ;  bless  them  all,  and  them  that 
oppose  them ;  and  grant  that  the  young  and  old,  the 
teachers  and  the  taught,  the  pastors  and  the  flock,  may 
all,  in  due  time,  meet  together  in  the  joys  of  thy  Para¬ 
dise.  Such,  dearest  parishioners,  is  the  fervent  prayer 
of  your 

Servant  in  the  Lord  Jesus, 

JUBAL  HODGES. 

Study,  March  1,  1852. 


